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It told of England then to me,
And now it tells of Italy.

O love, we two shall go no longer
To lands of summer across the sea ;

So dear a life your arms enfold
Whose crying is a cry for gold :

Yet here to-night in this dark city.,
When ill and weary, alone and cold,

I found, tho* crusVd to hard and dry,
This nurseling of another sky

Still in the little hook you lent me,
And where you tenderly laid it by :

And I forgot the clouded Forth,

The gloom that saddens Heaven and Earth,

The bitter east, the misty summer
And gray metropolis of the North.

Perchance, to lull the throbs of pain,
Perchance, to charm a vacant brain,

Perchance, to dream you still beside me,
My fancy fled to the South again.

TO THE REV. F   D   MAURICE
COME, when no graver cares employ,
God-father, come and see your boy:
Your presence will be sun in winter,
Making the little one leap for joy.
For, being of that honest few,
Who gave the Fiend himself his due,
Should eighty-thousand college-councils
Thunder e Anathema,* friend, at you ;